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other Archangels; but he writes as a mere re'
porter, and he leaves the subject without at-
tempting to realise for us Joan's perfect sincerity.
Sainte'Beuve has done more in thirty pages than
Anatole France has done in six hundred, and
Sainte'Beuve's firm, scrupulous French style is a
finer frame than the elaborate aloofness of the
great writer who seems afraid to show us the pure
humanity in Joan as Sainte'Beuve shows it; in
fact, France does not realize her at all, whether as
girl or hero, or saint or mystic; he talks about her
and about, and interests us more in La Hire, and
in her soldier lover, than in the incomparable
Maid.

The sooner one forgets this book and reads
again Sainte'Beuve's essay the better; or bet'
ter still, let us take up again the account of her
trial in Quicherat, and read that through, if iiv
deed.one can read it for tears.

It is curious that all the good Fathers of divin-
ity, from St. Augustine to Newman, have been
great because of a certain skepticism in them, a
certain revolt; but, however it may be with the
saints, faith is an absolute necessity to the artist.
No one must write of Joan of Arc today who can'
not believe as implicitly as she believed in super-
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